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THE 


Dan eXplains what he's thinking in this 
group of body text and what he wants to 


accomplish with this issue. 
Wow’ associated with deviession and buin-ont, 

A Discussion on the Nature and you might expect that the AC would be pio- 
Tendencies of Art (a.!..a. Read this-- viding the school with what Shalespeare 
it's bette: than the title sueests.) might call a “winter of... discontent." 

We here at the Aubuin tut not so. The artistic world of poets, 
Cizcle wee veiy havvy with the authors, aitists, and vhotographeis has 
reaction 10 the last issue. Not never bought into a seasonal mood and they 
Only did veovle enjoy it, haven't now. In fact, this issue can best 
they consumed jt. Fox fined by the term “arbi- 


the fizst time Jin a lone or, bette: yet, 
while, we zan dut of ." This time we've 


issues. és I t something for every- 
before, we were Hamlet (sorry, i'm on 
havpy. peare kick), Polonius 
said godd diama should be 
- comical- histozical- 
vastoial. If you added “vsy- 
chedelical] and "“girungical" you 
would have fhis issue of the 
Aubuin Circl®é. 

Now, isn'd that exciting? 

Of course Ja critic could follow 
ine of argument and say 
that Polonius was a “tedious old 
." But it must be remem- 
ered that Hamlet killed him 

nd showed little remorse, 
sO all that Hamlet had to 


RY PASSWORD 


Yet, 
have one negati\ 
Ment which was 
“the magazine i 
deviessing." § 
said that the l 
issue was @ bun 


theze was nothi 
Sweet and uvlif : 
I didn't comple ely 
agree (hey, the : 
was sweet and 
uvlifting mater ipl 
in there!) but 

q0t me thinking: 
can a magarine- 
like the 4ubuin 


even if Polonius is a 
s old fool," well, 


Cizcle avveal to all, even fools have, 
everybody on the ike alcoholics, moments of clazi- 
Aubuin University campus? 
Should it even t y? Let me ing 

Now, I end to be a divlo- account, this "° ing," 


this academic cziay’s 
statement: iead the marertre- 
ait. Whethez you're a Shakespeare buff or a 
mathemetician, a veterinarian oz unde- Wink C 
claied, you will find something worthwhile re) 
and helvful in here. I vromise. Picture 
this, also-- someday, you may want 10 hool. 
uv with a memebdez of the oprosite sex who 
is an artist. When they say they're into 
3-D ait, you will want to know that they 
mean statues, etc., and not "“hologiams." 
So, veruse, enjoy, and stay open. 
Wait no longei-- the really good stuff is 
what you'll find in the following vages, 
not heze in the editorial. 


mat a la 6i11 Clinton (in othez oe 
woids, I tiy hazd to please) so this ; ot Ps 
is hard for me to say: the answei to 
both of these questions is no. The 
4ubuin Cizcle must maintain a hich 
level of integiity, choosing the 
absOlute best work that comes in to 
Our office. This is undoubtedly 
hard, especially as we have had so 
many excellent submissions fo: both 
of the last two issues. In the last 
issue, we just happened to have an 
abundance of great wot that dealt 
with hard topics such as death, sui- 
cide, retardation, and Doveity. 

Now, as we appioach the 
wintez quazte:, which has often been 
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JULIE CURTIS IS A GRAPHIC DESIGN MAJOR WITH A MINOR IN MARKETING. AFTER GRAD- 
UATING SHE WANTS TO GET A GOOD JOB OR GO TO GRAD. SCHOOL FOR PHOTOGRAPHY 
AXD WORK FOR A CLINBING MAGAZINE. SHE WANTS TO ONE DAY CLIMB THE HIGHEST 
POINTS ON ALL SEVEN CONTINENTS. EXCEPT EVEREST... BECAUSE SHE DOESN'T WANT 
TO DIF. 
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sculptor weer 
shaped your eyes with 
That saw not the 
Not sunlight but 
tremble 


your 


theiz innexz 
woman but the 
hove 


vision 
saint 


sculvted 


Own 
not the pen but vrayer 


My being stilled when I saw y 
Towering Over poves and kin 

f, pause beyond reach of time and emotion - 
Made emotion vital, as my tears testified 

Remembering how you claimed abandoned faith 
it to diamond dust 
led it uvon Lucifex 


my eyes 


Crushed 


and 
vearls of 


first morning 


ee 
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TIANA BRACHEL IS A GRADUATE STUDENT WHOSE LITERARY INTERESTS INCLUDE JOHN 
MILTON, CARSON MCCULLERS, AND TENNESSEE WILLIAMS. TIANA'S HOBBIES INCLUDE 
DABBLING IN AROMATHERAPY AND BLENDING HER OWN PERFUME-- WHICH IS WHY SHE 
SUBMITTED THE SWEETEST-SMELLING MANUSCRIPT THIS QUARTER! 
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‘tiqit was a conversation. 


' . \ uw io ae 
Woy ea Then a chat 
Tater \ 


3 
Au 


. which went to a word 


‘From there a smile, 
api Then a nog 

Aan OF acknowledgement. 
én eyebrow twitch 
aind then nothing 

At 11, 
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MICROBIOLOGY. HE HAS AN OVERABUNDANCE OF ANIMALS--2 


SNAKES, 3° CATS, AND A BIRD. HE SPENDS HIS SPARE TIME SAVING THE WORLD. HE 
HAS NO FAVORITE FOODS. HE APPLIED TO NED SCHOOL AND CURRENTLY RESEARCHES 


ECOL, HIS INSPIRATION COMES FROM HIS CAT KAILIN. 
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ROBERT R. SANDERS IS A MECHANICAL ENGINEER IN HIS SECOND YEAR AT AUBURN. HE 
ENJOYS READING, WRITING AND SCIENCE FICTION, HE IS AN AVID BABYLON G FAN. 


SAGER 


I am six, and my barents, two brothers, and JI 


are at impatiens Creek, f don't lire fishing because 
Of the WOIMS. We come here every Sunday after Dad's 
sermon. I an Dlaying in the woodeq area aroung the 
water. My Olde: brothez Jason is Dlaying too. 
Someone S8ys that they can't fing Ny little brother, 
He is two, ang he is Missing in the woods. I am 
Scared because I thin: he is in the water, ana not 
flive. pagq Calls me names fo; losing his baby, ang 
then he Makes me but my nose UD against a tree, f 
think of the COlo;y fed, and I ClyY @ lot Of tears. at 
vush Ny nose against the tree hard because I am bad, 
and I want Dad to knOw that I am SOIlry. Jf wOnder if 
daddy dogs tell thei; buppies that they are dirty 
boys when they are bad. They fing Ny little brother 
CLlying in a shallow Cvening in the earth near the 
muddy, brown water, J hate him NOw because he is the 
#€&son Dag thinks I am bad, 


S HARD 


My nose is sti presse 
ma Toeouin the reucrmeeer t fall on Mj 
tree, and i “sing ond 


shouldezs. I an 
shoulders. ‘cca 


™* side 
Over tO my side. 4 Pe eed 
] use Dad will get mad if sees my ms 
pecause au s, : i ache Nia 


away from the dogwood. 
rain, and she says that 2 ee 
stand there as if I am a bi ia ie 
eathering the fishing geal. ee 

b t he is telling Jason to be pee 
wind is whivping my Ee 2 
te init eee to brush it omeaa in coat 
Mom does it for me, and I am — E 
she comes too late to my side. »ohe ft 


but I i't want to go. 
from my punishment, but i don't 1 


I rying to be bet- 
S [ am trying to be 
Dad will not see that : sacl nat Fane 
My nose has scratches becat t 
Niy nose h ‘ 
: I hove Dad sees them, and tells me 
pet know that he won't. 


ter. 
so hard. e 
that he is sorry, Dut i 

Later, 1 pra; 


argue anymore. The sounds are unbear- 
i I want to run between them, and 
tell them that "goddamn" is using God's name 
in vain. Dad knows that it is bad to use 
His name in vain, and it hurts to hear him 
doing it anyway. Two weeks ago he preached 
about how the sun and moon lose a little 
light every time someone Says goddamn. Dad 
said that the earth will be cOld like winter 
all day long, and dark with evil. He said 
that when all of the light is gone the Devil 
wil be able to move about without anyone 
seeing him, and he will creep into every- 
One's dreams. That is how it feels now: 
cOld and dark. Even though it is early 
fall, I am shaking with chills and fear. [I 
want to hold them, and tell them that I am 
sorry for mentioning ice cream, Or a ham- 
Ourger, Or whatever had gotten them on the 
Subject of the latest argument. Jason tells 
1 did it again, and I want to drown 
my tears. Sut I stay in my bed. 
am afraid that the Devi 


is here in 


school. 
stomach is 
peing hit 


the room, and i 
can't sleep. i try 
to count lambs, but 
the first lamb, a 
baby, cannot jump 
the fence, so I hates me because I 
watch him fall over ae : Lnows 
and over again. ; tell on 
The other lambs are 
not patient. They 
scream at him, and 
he cries. And I 
ery with him. I 
bury myself under clean, I am 

Ae GOL Dae scared that school will 
and curl up tight and they will 
to keep my sobs on I start to cry 
my side of the my stomach hurts 
room. The pillow ; wum clean- 
fee doesn't protect me and Mom pulls 
from Dad's deep chair. It 
vOice, and I want 


stones. This is 
havvens when my s00s 
don't stay on my side 


of the 100m. Jason 


make 


and 
doo. , hide 


behind the big chaiz in 
corner, and listen 


RM to lose my breath = a uv tight, keeping 
under the weight of obs in the corne:. 
= my soos in the coine: 
| the cotton. I y * 


= tell her my stomach 


b cOunt the seconds because 


that I can stand to 
be without my mouth 
and nose--] am 
close to death at 
42 seconds. My 
: brother Jason is 
Still awake, and 
prefers to ignore 
the sounds. I am 
| convinced that he 
is stone, and I am 
’ everything that is 
not hard. 

It is morn- 
ing now, and I am : 
f getting ready for 


bad. 
and tells 
T am sick 


always stay 
I am convinced 
soft like 


oo 


ai [ivededt tadt bisirtsmsI 
_. ,gooyx edt mf 579d 


( ST! 


THE LAMB OVS. ALL THAT 


me. 


I am in bed 


now, 
Tor 


lunch. He is 


mad because I am 
still in bed, and 


Mom that he 
stayed home 
from school. I 
start to get out of 
bed and get 
dressed. I want to 
show him that I am 
hard like him. He 
is on the porch, 
and I run down the 
stairs to show him 
my speed. He does 
not look inside the 


tells 


never 


door because he is 
reading the paper. 
If I could read I 
would grab a paper 
too, ‘but. 1 can’t 
read, so I just 


watch him turn the 
black and white 
pages. He sees me 
and says that he 
knew that I was not 
sick, and he yells 
at me like the 
Devil. When he 
preaches his voice 
is hard against 
evil, and he says 
that's how 
the Devil. 
scared, and 


am 
know 


~~ 
> 


and Dad is home 


~ 


you scare 


3) 
ct 
a 43) 
p-~f 
p-~! 
a) 
= mig” i 
I must be everything @m 
h is not good. 
He tells me to get my ct 
ass back in bed, so I oO 
slouch upwards without 
words. i take off my green OQ 
short sleeved shirt, and 
throw it hard into the cor- 
nex i think that if i 
co 


uld throw a baseball hard 
like Jason then Dad would 
say I was good. I pick up 
the shirt again and again, 
throwing it hard against 
the darker side of the 
room, Jason's side, the one 
without a window that lets 
me see the cars on Maple 
Avenue. I look out that 
window when Dad comes home 
after dinner. I listen to 
him crunch up all of the 
new leaves with his heavy 
feet. My back is to the 
window when I am throwing 
the shirt because I don't 
want to see the cars. I 
only want one thing right 
now, and that is to throw 


2.00013 


vabile grabbing 
the soorey, 


knew that stayed out 
me to schoo 
he teaches me to 
folds his 

belt into a loop, 
nd waits 


the sting 


because it is 


see anything but 
my eyes. 
do this 
rOing 10 cry. 
will th sa 


worse “than. 
across the 
my green 
put it on, 
0Ough his 


200m tO get 
pad watches 
RUITyY Like 
by a wolf. 
at his eyes. 


tight past 
arms are 


24 ror me, 
but I walk right 
on by. She is 
soft, and I do not 
want to be like 
hez es pins a 


entnee, and I sadn 
to tell Mom to be 
hard like us, but 
when you are hard 
you don't say 
things Like that. 
it's something 
that you have to 
learn On yOur Own, 
i guess. I look 
back to tell her 
with my eyes that 
i am different 
than I was this 
morning behind the 
chair. She clings 
to Allen, and 
cries because she 
realizes that he 


Dad doesn't Lik 
soft things... 


THE LAMB OVS. ALL THAT 


IS HARD 


is the only one 
soft enough to 
hold now. 

My bicycle 
is lying in the 
& and Dad 
HOMMCS at Mt; and 
shoots me with a 


ENTRY PASS 


rass, 


‘look like I am not 
with Jesus. He 


gives lots of peo- 
ple that look when 
they talk during 
the services. I 
pick the bike up 
easy because my 
body hurts all 
Over. The grass 
is wet because it 
rained last night, 
and Dad said that 
if I wanted a 
rusty bike then he 
would have gotten 
me one from the 
junkyard. don't 
say anything back 
because he doesn't 


like sass i just 
roll the bike into 
the garage, anc 
lay it against the 
wall furthest from 
the car. I know 
not to put it 
close to the car 
now, and I want 
Dad to see that I 
) what he 


e€ 
rememderea 


said about respect 
for his property 
He's in the car, 


CHRISTOPHER LL SAGER 
GION HE IS CAPTURED BY 
SPRING OF 1997, HE IS CONSIDERING 


oy 1S 


INEF FABLE BEAUTY 


A FIFTH YEAR SENIOR 


A RHINESTONE 


On the way to 
school, 1 sit in the back 
Dad doesn't have to 

at me. His hands 
tight around the 
wheel, and I watch his 
knuckles get white. They 
look like four bright 
stars-- shooting stars 
because they move from 


side to side. I lose 
time watching his hands, 
and 1 start tO talk to 
God in my head. I ask 
Him how to get over the 
keeps me from 


God tells 
harder. Harder. 
We pull up in 
front of the school, and 
Dad hurries me along with 
a grip on my neck that is 
tight like my stomach. I 

am not going to cry, 
though. I am like Dad 


and Jason now. iI am e 
everything that is not 
soft. 


NAJOR IN PSYCHOLOGY 
UPON GRADUATING IX 


AND RELI 
THE 


PURSUING A DOUBLE 
THAT IS NOT HARD 
IN DALLAS 


OF ALL 


EXISTENCE 


OCCASIONALLY. SHE WISHES THAT SHE COULD FIND THE GUTS TO SKYDIVE. 


aay 


AR tame 


' 
Down city streets daz} 
Straight marble hunches toward 
“y Mind reels 

like old black ana white 

too fast, and SOundless. 


i remembez oa trees 
lining the vath, 
Svanish moss softening 
the tangled branches _ 
ie , ae 
that vrotect the skin trom light; 
aht ; 
+ Miss the smell of honeysuck 
vanish, 
Yellow strive, 
Ouildings lean 
tO whisper theiz memories 
hiro: Ww 3 1 : 
thiough wind that knocks 
My dress into my leas. 
z discoy 
whipping me 
Ww ra : 
“y @ims flap, 
;mMouth moves Silently, 
words flash across the screen 
ET : ly 
t 
> — x ’ = = ¢ 
KATHERINE PERRY 
i 
} 
*\ 
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WHILE NURSING A RECENT WOUNDING FROM A LOVE DISPLACED, KATHERINE PERRY IS 
HARD TO GRADUATE FROM AUBURN WITH HER ENGLISH DEGREE. IN LESS TURBU- 
TIMES. SHE FINDS HER EXCITEMENT IN THE WORCLIDS OF HER FAVORITE WRITERS. 
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Plight othe foldege C11 On canvas. P. Frances Mille: 


P CFRANCES MILLER TS A GRAD. STUDENT FROM WILSON, NORTH CAROLINA, WITH A BEA IN 
PAINTING AND CERAMICS. THE WEIRDES THING ABOUT FRANCES IS THAT FRANCES IS 
TOO NORMAL... FRANCES SAYS."DESTINY WILL MEET YOU HALF WAY-- FAITH WILL CARRY 
YOU THE RESa..” FRANCES’ FAVORITE MOVIE TS CINDERELLA. 


illez 


1 


a 


N 


zances 


F 


ig 


1 on canvas. 


.O2 


Blve 


Pons ei 
ty 


a 
Hs * 


il on canyas. 


rot: O1 


~” 


Simple Sav 


ee 


Pe 


ind 


F 


P 


3 


iva 


oil on cal 


Bayt 


ace we 


ne 


ignorance. photog 


raph.Julie Curtis 


q 


NANCY CRAIG REAVES a 
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en 


XUMBER O.OODOO| moms 


SWORD:SLEEPING 


smoothing hand 

across the empty 

bed on her way 

to check the © to make a thorough search of 
bathroom. "yoy the house and to call gill to 
Sitting there in report that Edna had been 


and, that time, Sirens and waving her hand- 
it was different, kerchief when she glanced 
Edna had locked into her mother's car and 
herself out of the found that her mother was 
house when she sleeping soundly on the back 
went Out after seat. She beat on the win- 
dark to feed the dow of the 1976 LeSabre, 
qcats, and, Seeing yelling, "Mama! Oh, Lord, 

no lights on at Mama!" until Edna woke up. 
eer neighbor's "You could wake ae 
house, Sicitas to decomposed dead, Iva Lea, | 
gspend the night in Edna whispered as she unfold- 
the car. Edna's ed herself from the fetal 

an Vy daughter, Iva Lea, tball she had formed during 
Mghad come over the ‘the night and reached to 

neXt morning to pull up the door lock. 

look for her moth- Shivering in the early 

er after the milk- October chill, Edna tried to 
man called to say explain to her only child 

Miss Edna wasn't ‘that she had locked the door 
up to serve him On purpose because she would 
coffee as usnel.; qsleep better that way, not 
having to worry that someone 


. ‘_ the dark, Miss kidnapped. "That's the only 
® yAEGna?" Iris thing that could have hap- 
im Squinted through pened," she kept telling the 
'@) the door, then Q1l operator, who, holding 
Cd f frowned her puz- the receiver some distance 
@D ; zlement. Edna from her ear, kept replying, 
fa 3 hadn't been lost "I can hear you all right, 

Since the day Miss Ainsworth. The chief 
bo, before Iris came himself is on the way." Iva 
39} ; to live-in and Lea was standing in the car- 
a keep her house, port listening for police 
fe 
sfead 


since 


sonietheing Might be 
wrong. 

It had 
taken Iva Lea less 
than three Minutes 


Fdna hadn't been lost 


would come 


2 Y% & 
0,2 te “5 
sil $2 <2 x 
P> .. or) Q., 
Q»5 a Ee. & 
oy tee ae: a a 
4 42401 ars ~eo vo Seo 
Led hez so ti¢eht- roan Sou Sy og 
beneath the elec- 2», ae) 
ic blanket that Q5 
olde: woman S 


could haidly wigele 


} -~ 4 ~ aaa A y3 +} si 
ner toes. 1hiem she 
A 


oxfords. Edna was dressed in 
a navy checked front-zipped 
poylester dress that was too 
short in the back--hiked up, 
Iris said--because of her 
hump. iris cracked the 
kitchen door. "“Aint's you 
cold out there, Miss Edna? 
It's thirty degrees." Edna 
had on her lightweight gray 
sweater--a Goodwill Store bar- 
gain. She turned to look at 
aris. 


called iiis on the 
telervhone. 
"You 
Biele 
of 
Yvonne 


constan 
ipeivision. 
ninety, 
hnOw. 
have fioren 
last nicht. 
"And she ain't 


lost again,ur 
’ 


"You think I'm not 
dressed warm enough?" 

Iris looked at Edna's 
thin legs. "Them stockings 
is nothing but holes strung 
together with nylon," she 
said. "Come on in here, 
Honey. Get you something hot 
to oat." 

Edna tapped her walking 
stick against the concrete as 
she walked toward the door. 
polt iiis spotted —« — ont ee eae 
on ee er held it up for Iris to see as 
Be ee a she stepped up the two steps 
ne ou aes: to the door. She had already 
Lasely put her teeth in. "See how 

ar ree oie uae light it is?" Edna sometimes 
eae can ae told how she had made it her- 
sie ane self from a sapling, back in 
aa ; i. the days when she walked 
ts or through the woods behind her 
house. “I'm going to get a 
patent on it." 
"Yes ma'am." Iris 
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closed the door and found an 
afghan to put over Edna's lap. 
"Let's leave your hat on a 
minute--until you thaw out." 
She patted the army green knit 
cap that Edna insisted still 
had a lot of good left in it 
because the moths had eaten 
mostly around the edges. 

"I thought they'd have 
been here by now." 

"Who you looking for, 
Honey?" Iris was rubbing first 
one and then the other of 
Edna's cold hands, toweling her 


feet. 

"Somebody called on the 
phone, didn't they? So and 
so?" 

"Somebody might come, 
Honey. Miss Iva Lea might come 


by after her Daughters of the 
Revolution meeting.” 

Edna pulled her hat off. 
"Somebody called us a while 


ago, I think." 

"Your hair's electri- 
fied, Miss Edna. You ought to 
see it." 


"Going every way for 
Sunday?" 


"That's right.” iris 
winked at the old woman. 
"Every way for Sunday. And 
today be Wednesday, so we'll 


have to damp it and comb it 
before Miss Iva Lea get here." 

"Or she'll make us, 
won't she?" 

"Yes matam. Miss Iva 
Lea like you looking pretty.” 
Iris put the biscuits into the 
oven. 

Edna picked up the old 


2 VU02 


album from the roll- 
top desk beside her 
and looked at some 
of the pictures that 
were stuffed haphaz- 
ardly among its 


pages. "This was my 
grandmother's memo- 
ry book." Edna 


slowly turned the 
thick pages, most of 
which were discon- 
nected from the 
pook's spine. 
Stamped in gold on 
the front was the 
year 1868. "We need 
to organize it, 
don't we?" 

"We been try- 
ing, don't you know, 
but most them pic- 
ture's don't have 
names on them. 
Letters and cards 
stuck in there don't 
have no dates except 
something like 
‘Friday a.m.' 
can't tell what 
year, can we?" 

"We need to 
write it on the 
pack, don't we?" 

"If you rec- 
Ognize somebody, you 
tell me and I'll 
write it." 

"This one's 
Uncle Marvin and his 
family. He was my 
daddy's little 
brother that married 
Aunt Dolly and had 
Frank, Lucy, Darby 


We 


rf 
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world 


the 
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She 


and Clopton for 
children. He ran a 
sawmill." Edna 
traced the faces of 
the figures in the 
photograph with a 


from what Edna had said. She 
didn't usually get a second 
long, thin finger, chance when Miss Edna remem- 
"They used to come Cered something; it would come 
gisit with «11 and go too fast. She stuck the 
those snotty-nosed picture back in the book and 
children, ana my helped Edna to the table. "You 
mama would have to Sit here, Honey. I'll have 
hese than. svevt your breakfast ready in a 
Dolly'd say she haa Minute." 
a headache but that "You sit here and eat 
wasn’t it." with me," Edna said as if this 
"What was were the first day she had 
it?" Iris set the thought to say that. "We got a 
frying pan off the 1°t in common." 
eye of the stove. 
"She was the 
laziest woman in 
the world. If she 
could have gotten 


eeeee 


iva Lea came by about 
two in the afternoon, while 
somebody to breathe Edna sat in the living room 
for her, she playing solitaire on a metal 
would've. That's T.V. tray. She retired three 
the truth." years ago from her position as 
principal of J.W.Woodson 
Wallace High School, the only 
college preparatory school in 
Walton county, Georgia, and 
could go to meetings in the 
middle of the day now. 


iris found a 
pen in the top desk 
drawer. "You said 
Marvin?" She 
turned the picture 


over. 
ag "Dia I? "That ribbon looks real 
Write down what I nice, Ilva Lea," Edna said as 
said." her daughter leaned down to 
"Your kiss her cheek. Edna reached 
daddy's little toward the long red and white 


brother?" striped ribbon attached to Iva 

oe peala 7 , : 

"Isn't that Lea s bosom and touched the 
vice regent's pin and the regu- 


ua ight? 3 ; 
lar membership pin. 


iris wrote 
down all the names on 
she. ‘could recall ey 


J 
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er. It looks really 
nice." 

"Yes it does." 
Edna looked up at her 
daughter with the funny, 
secretive look that time 
had sculpted into her 
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"Really nice, moth- 


face. "You having a good 
day?" 

"Except for the 
rain." Iva Lea watched 


her mother lay red on 
black, jack on queen, 
on 4. “Why is it you 
never forget how to play 
sOlitaire, Mother, but 
you can't remember what 

\ day it is7* 

\ iY 

Edna sat up as 


3 


| ‘te.* 


; turned over an ace of 
i hearts from the stack. 
She filled in the fourth 
space in her top row. 
"What day is it?’ 
Iva Lea asked as she 
made a mental note to 
call the beauty parlor 
to make an appointment 
for her mother to get a 
permanent. 


know what day it 


straight as she could and 


advertise that 


her MOthery ‘ 


LE you kn 
ninety-sji 


you Enow how 


Old you aren 


"You're only as 


"How fe) 
fee] | Meien a do you 
| ow 
S thi 
Iva ay S 8 tes 
er ra Edna ieceaa 
unti ugiiten in the 
away, ced 


"OF 7 
Mother, + POURSS. NOt, 


4 Just Wondereg 


"Well, 


Iva Lea 


ze) 
"Don't you know?" 4 


Edna covered the ace of ies She was about 
spades with the king = ee. Dee hand. si 
she turned over next. 

"Of course I *ttne 


know. It's Wednesday." 


*TaoaAt"s Cight, iva 


—_ 
° we 
wl ids at ee? c kis 
ee 2° i » © ; > J oy? 
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"That's when 
trouble started," 
Iva Lea said to 
Iris when she 


found her in the 


ing sheets out of 
the dryer. "When 
she started 


falling asleep 


; Right in the mid- 


idle of doing 


_J something." 
f "She just 
oh 


"That's what she 
said ten years 
agzO, when I saw 


‘her sleeping on 
the six o'clock 
news." The cam- 

jezaman filming 
ithe City Council 
"debate over a 
zOning variance 
apparently 
thought Edna's 
somnolence worthy 
of thirty sec- 
Onds aix time, 
probably, Iva 
‘Lea guessed, 
‘because Edna had 
“served four con- 
secutive six- 
year tezms and 
yhad just 
Announced 
her fifth cam- 
Daign. iva Lea 
called Edna up 
during the news- 
cast to say 
that she had 
seen her sleep- 
ing on the : 


fox 


the 


laundry room, tak- 


like she just did. 


Channel 9 Nightly News. 


"She told me 'I was 
resting my eyes, Iva Lea. 
Everybody knows your eyes 


rest.'* 
Iris moved some folded 
clothes out of the chair in 
the laundry room so Iva Lea 
could sit down. "But I 
swear, much 


need 


as she's 
embarrassed me all my life, 
i'd rather have her back the 
Old way. Now it's like she's 
somebody else." 

"She embarrassed you?" 

"Lord, yes. From the 
time I was a little girl.’ 
iva Lea tugged upwards at the 
waist of her queen-sized 
vantyhose before she settled 
into the sagging split oak 
pottom of the chaizr Iris had 
fixed for her. "She'd come 
up to my school every after- 
noon to walk me home like all 
the mothers did, but they'd 


itis, 


i 
be fresh and powdered up in f 
theiz crisp starched cotton 
dresses. Mother came some 
days staight from the flower 


garden with dirt under her 
nails, or some days with oil 
paint smeared across her 
forehead from where she'd 
been painting pictures of 
flowers instead of growing 
them. * 


— 


isa = 


"She know the name of 
every kind of plant in this ¥ 
yard. We walk around and she ie 
would show me this little i 
wild violet, she say viola ‘ 


ucullata. She like the way 
that sound. She say cucul- 
latta all day sometime, so 
she won't forget it.” lris 
sovrayed starch on the pillow 
cases before she started 


— ee ol 
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old." Iva Lea bru 


hex navy skirt and looked Over 


to see how Much more laundry 
p iris hag to do, 


"The Ones she 
F demonstration with?" 


"She met them 


shed lint off 


g0t in that 


when She 
free-to- 


= 


cOurses, They 
r Pionet ine she were mane kind of environmenta] - 
ironing. E18 B2Sts." Iva Lea Stood up and 
say ‘see that a med FOO! one €nd of the Sheet Iris 
blue petiagel Beng ” was folding, "Wasn't so bag 
@ 1't call up = = -OOL 
aaa that time." she took 


bart in 
I told the other --tion oyt at 


~- sag Plant. Yo, 
hildren she was some ag! 
ch are 7 5 
body my mother hired t 
‘ae me home from cf 
| je 3 1 knev 
school. They soon kn 


the demonstra- 
the nuclear powey 
St thing was she 
Tself to the fence 


the Security guarg tried 
to make them leave, 


Got her- 
hor were Self arresteg and Dhotographeg 
better, and rein Mia SBfor the front page of the next 
always ever at _— ~ *morning's baver," Iva Lea fol- 
fhouse more i bole lowed Iris to the linen closet 
her than chard re in the hal] and watched hey put 
She'd let us renee the sheets into the stack 
tures on the ies labeled Double Beg at the edge 
the room she painted Of the Shelf, anq the towels in 
a” : the space labeleg Blue Bathroom. 
aes = — She was glad to see that Iris 
she got mad eng was using the Organization helps 
real estate 7 gaa that she, herself, had institut- 
her paint when cee €d when she moyeg her Mother 
the old ih Pee the to this smaller, MOTs €fficion: 
it?" Iris div ois, home, 
folded laundry into When they got to the beq- 
stacks. iodded. f0om, Iris but Edna's underweay 
iva me aoe in the top drawer of the dress- 
"She was adie : “Es 890 Twa Lea Sat on the side 
behaved eis ae Of hex Mother's bed. "She lost 
father died. He s her mind afte, I made hex 
on ee eae retire from Cit 
e adic 


y Council] ; That 
"If he'd been 
living, she never i 
would've taken up with earner 
those kids from the ey 
nose <i : 
cOllege when she was 


seventy-five years 


t aie 


makes it my fault.” was guest of honor at Farley's ‘ 
"She ain't pefore-election-day victory party, ° 
lost her mind, Miss and had wound up on the front page ‘ji. ' 
Iva Lea." Iris sat of the paver again, doing the 3 
down on the dress- twist with one of Iva Lea's former @m 
ing table stool. students. a 
Iva Lea had "She didn't lose her i Red 
told her mother license because you told on her?" ee 
that night after "Does she say that's why hf BO 
the sleeping news- . she lost it? High 
cast that if she "No ma'am. She don't say.” 2 gi 
didn't withdraw "She lost it herself pretty i me 
from the election, g soon after that, because she ran ye as fa 
she'd go to the *. head-on into a sheriff's car with alt igte. 
driver's license . the deputy sitting in it; he was yt 


bureau herself 


tell them about her # street. She said she was fiddling} 


and ‘, parked on the opposite side of the 


tunnel vision, and with the radio." wt 
that would be the "She do like the radio," 

end of her driving. Iris said. 

"You're too old," "Thing was, the deputy laid 

she had said, "and , down on his horn when he saw her 

if your eyes need | coming. She told the judge that 
resting, you can the horn confused her, made her 

rest them in the think an ambulance was coming, and 
privacy of your own, she was trying to get out of the 
home." Edna called! way." Iva Lea had taken off from 

a press conference ' schoo] to take her mother to 

and announced that ~ court, because the deputy had , 
she was withdrawing lifted her license at the scene of -"yyR 
because of other " the accident. Edna's lawyer had 
pressing duties, _ argued, rather convincingly, that 

and that she was -it was a clear case of age dis- 
throwing her sup- crimination, but the judge, look- 


port to Farley 
Lafcowitz, the 


owner of the Ford . License anyway. 


dealership who 
opposed her in 
every election 


since her second service to the city.'" Iva Lea 
term. Farley, she Slumped down where she was sit- 
told the television ting, still on the side of the 


cameras, would 
bring youthful 
vigor to city 


ermment. He was in 
his early seventies 


at the time. 


\ ing over half glasses at Edna's 
indignant black eyes, revoked her 


\ 


etwfix the patrol car, though, 


had ..\\ "He didn't make her pay to | 
because of her ‘long and sagacious i 


bed. "I thought it was good at 


gOov- 


Edna 
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the time, you see, because 
she really couldn't see well 
enough to drive. She'd drive 
up to wherever she was going 
and park in the middle of the 
street." 

"That's what folks 
called 'Miss Edna's parking 
space.' Everybody drove 
around her old blue Buick, 
because they knew the middle 
of the street was the best 
place for her to park. I 
knew that much about her, 
before I come to work for 


her." 
"When she lost her job 
and lost her license, that's 


she lost her mind." 
iris got up and patted 

Iva Lea's shoulder. "Her 

mind's not lost, Honey. 


when 


She 


knows who you is, all the 
time." 
‘et ae oe ae oe 
After the women discoy- 


ered that Edna was no longer 
in the living room, they 
searched and called all over 
the house before Iris thought 
to look out the kitchen door. 
She found Edna dressed in her 
knit cap and gray sweater 
again, standing at the edge 
of the rain. 


1 


Easing the door BIRT 


open, iris called out to 
tell her it was cold out- 


e 
side, like a movie 
of the morning. 
= "I thought they'd 
have been here by now," 


Edna said as she walked 


rerun 


toward the woman who 
called her Honey. She 
neld her stick up for Iris 
to see. "This is my 
third leg. See how light 
it is?" 


"Yes ma'am. That's 
the best third leg I ever 
"I thought they'd 
been here by now." 
"Who Mother? Who'd 
you think was coming?" 
iva Lea had missed the 
First run. 
"Somebody called. 
ift know. 5o0 and 
"Well, we're glad 
Miss Iva Lea's here, ain't 
we Miss Edna?" Iris sig- 
naled iva Lea with an 
index finger to her lips. 
"Yes ma'am." Edna 
her daughter. "I 
know you were 
iris handed Iva Lea 
a tissue. wh LL tie ws 
some hot chocolate," she 
said. 
"Your vin looks 
real nice, iva Lea." 


Edna sat down in her 
chair beside the desk. 
"You want to look at 
this old album?" 

Iva Lea had 
looked at that album 
all her life, and now 
wished that she had 
asked her mother who 
the people in the pic- 
tures and letters 
were. Now she turned 
the pages without 
looking at them. 

"That was my 


grandmother's book,” 
Edna said, “when she 


was at La Grange 
College. Lucy Lampton 
Hunnicut. My mother's 
mother." Iva Lea 
wrote that down. 
During the hot 
chocolate, Edna fell 
asleep and iva Lea 
pulled a chair to the 
window and began, 
again, to blot the 
mascara that ran down 
her face. "Her mind's 
Bjust gone, Iris. 
She's just gone. 
Iris carried a 
chair over from the 
kitchen table and sat 
down beside Iva Lea. 
The two women sat qui- 
etly until a cowbird 
mcame to the bird feed- 
er. "Sometimes we sit 
here, Miss Iva Lea, 
and a cowbird come to 
the feeder. Miss Edna 
say 'molo-' something, 
Mi forget, but she say 
fthe big name of the 
mcowbird. Then she 
say, ‘'cowbirds lay 


* at s 
My mind do _ om 
Don't yours 


bird's nests, you know. 
Too lazy to raise their 
Own young.’ Another time 
she say, "What's the name 
of that bird? She know 
it; she just can't eall it 
up." 

she'd stayed 
on the council... 
." Iva Lea 


ey 
a 


"I 
active.. 
kept driving.. 
watched the cowbird. 
didn't know that about cow- 
birds," she said. "How can 
she lose so much, then call 
it back up, the way you 
say?" 

"My mind do that. 
Don't yours? in there all 
the time, but sometimes you 
have to think about some- 
thing else for a while and 
it just come up?’ 

"But not like 
Mother. Hers pops up and 
goes away so fast. Then 
things she's known from a 
long time ago she always 
knows. Like solitaire. 
Like the right soil mix 
when you plant a geranium 
in a pot." 

Iris got up and 
picked up the album from 
the desk. "The birthday 
girl," she said as she 
handed the album to Iva 
Lea, “is resting her eyes." 

iva Lea laughed. 

"Look at that book, 
Miss Iva Lea. That's what 
your mama's mind is like. 
You see some them pictures 
has names on them, some 


don't. Some got the year 
on them. That's like your 
mama's mind-- like the 


stuff stuck in here every 


== 


which way. 


C 
XE The faces l100k 
z/2| familiar, but 
/=| you can't put 
2 (3 names on 
z\"| them." 
: Iva Lea 


looked at the 

pages she was 

turning. | 
"See . nad wil 
these 1et- — been ese called on the 
eae wees phone, said they was coming to see her. 
uated pueeeey She stood out in the cold, just out of 
stentae Thay the rain, since I don't know what time. 
bel wae i) Then she come in here, pick up this 
love Mm. picture and say, 'This is Uncle Marvin 
They just go ~ pict ee . ; 

ae >“ and his wife Aunt Dolly,' pretty as you 
Dare Sue please. She name all four children 
gpiace,, 2» bam, bam, bam, bam. I only got Darby 
matter when and Clopton wrote down. JI couldn't 
mey — remember my ownself." 

ee. Ae "Wonder which side of the family 
matter wie they were on?" 

Ein, ig. 2A "She say her daddy's little 
sends all brother. He run a sawmill; and Miss 
mis agene , Dolly, she was too lazy to look after 
sap Stick her own children when they come to 


1 her mind visit." 
just _— "Like a cowbird." | 
eal Iva "I reckon so." : 
gLea picked The women heard Edna moving ¥i 


around and turned to see her standing 
beside the desk, stretching the knit 

cap down over her ears. “Somebody's 

coming to see us," she smiled. "So- 

and-so. I'm going out to watch for 
them." 


memesin the pic- 
ture of 
Uncle Marvin 
and looked 
at the back. 


"Sometime she 
call something 
up when she 
see a picture 
Meilike this. 
ALike this 
morning. She 
NANCY CRAIG REAVES BEGAN WORKING ON A MASTER'S DEGREE IX ENGLISH AT AGE SO IN ORDER TO ENGAGE 


HERSELF IN SOME APPARENTLY LEGITIMATE ACTIVITY AND THEREBY, WITH IMPUNITY, TO NEGLECT HER DUTIES 
AS A GRANDMOTHER SHE HOPES TO TAKE A FULL FIVE YEARS TO FINISH HER DEGREE. 
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A half-trnace eXchanges my pinstripe jacket 
avy skirt 

tailor blouse fo 

lays me down in softly-shaded kudzu 


I forget the day's graphs 
charts 
lett 
do not see the snake delicately 
Traverse my ankle 
calf 


inner thigh 
Yet I imagine a summer-shade 
Which saturates every pore 
every nerve 
He flows through the valley of my breasts 
That carries him in shallow breaths 
I tilt my chin 
expose my neck to his serpentine glide 
He whispers into the hollow behind my ear 
Over My jugular 
crosses the bridge of my cheekbone 
flicks his supple tongue against my lashes 
I remain motionless 
He brushes his tail through my hair 


rreen length 


ve 


once 


Or loose white silk & 
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Merterenal Dwstinet 


Dish night- 
I open 


of hard 


& oS see 
£ oo it . = 
es ngead stele 2 
Seats ne 
~ ome IS 
Petts 


Tonight is Recne sary. 


and it's my turn. 
the machine to confront 
the baby blue maze 
rubber 


spikes. 


I work plates around pans, 


the colander 


among the cups 


<- wn 


all the 


knives down, 


and 


ak 


tried to figure out a way ; 


SEEKING 
PLEASE 


JACQUELYN STEVENS RECENTIY 
JOB THAT 


to put in 
Bowls suck. 
ay don' 
dried Cheese 
if it doesn't 


when it's Bet 


Now I sit 
as if 
hard labor. 


The sound is 
and I 
Kick 
The outside i 
with 
It relaxes me 
and I 
tying my arms 
like apron 


Laundry night 
for tomorrow. 


e& 


» sf 


PAYS 


CONTACT HER SOON (PREFERABLY 


t bother 


indian 
with my back against its metal frame 
i had completed 


I feel like an 
against a mother's 


JACQUELYN S 


to chisel 


Whiz - 


come off, 


maybe it will next week 


sy's turn. 


style 


ultrasound 
womb. 
almost alive 


can feel a plastic lid 
the side. 


S warm 


around them 


strings. 
I lay my head down 


ay f 
GRADUATED FROM AUBURN 
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the stoneware bowls 
without scratching. 


f5z 


fo 


the heat of the pulsating water. 


bring my thighs to my chest 


Seen 


and schedule 


TEVENSE 


» 


é 
UNIVERSITY. SHE IS DESPERATELY 


WEEKS. IF YOU 


HAVE ANY LEADS, 


one penny in m 


more like shuffling 
your ordinary ever yaat 
no. It's a cor 


in sittin’ on 


y pock cet. 


a curb that splits 4 f 


Now, I'm sitting 


a corner juggling this 


Not 


and this 
y corel. 
ner of a point. The point is 


OL k in 


wondering what sh ould i do. 


ing apout going 5omew 


nee, 


somewhere, where would I go. 


junction of two small 
Momma says 


road. My 


really juggling, 
corner isn't 
No, No, no, 


the road. 


here in this fork 


T've been think- 


and if i do ¢° 


he fork is a 


roads with one main 
"Nevel, 


nevel, ever 2£9o 
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down the main road, so I 
fe always follow the forks. 
ier I know where the 

Q 


Orks gO. One goes by 
Betty's house, she 
makes me brownies, and 


Wy also passes Pastor John's 


YY 
mrs. 


place with the big fierce 
iy dog that always scares me 


every time I walk by on 


I know 
His name 
it, Fred 
ud and snazrls 
that even 
ean't jumo 


so mean, 


though he the 


yt fence, he still scares 
ve the willies out of me. 
Ri So, this road is pretty 
oy eood for the thrill 

a4 seeker and the sweet 
ny tooth in me. 


ise The other road 


A goes by Mr. Jim's house 
icy which is moze of pease 
mis He lets me play with his 
4 tools. I like to take 
Se screwdrivers and drive 
them into the dirt with 
a hammer. It's fun. BY 


pb 1.Q0037 


like to knock them 
all the way in with 
One shot. 

Sometimes Jim 
lets me walk out in 


Mr. 


the pasture with 
him so he can count 
his cows. Every 
time I ask him, 


"Mr. Jim, how many 
cOws do you have?" 
He always says "I 
don't know Charlie, 
you never know when 
there might be one 
more." 

50 we have 
fun walking with 
the cows. I "moo" 
at them and they 
bat their big eyes 
at me. I know 
they are wondering 
who this cow is, 
and why doesn't he 


~ 
eat any of this - kno: 
baad 2 Asis vy 
delicious grass. he. 
But, they don't ~) 


know that grass COmin 
doesn't taste so g, 
good to Charlies as 
it does to cows. 
The only 
problem with Mr. 
Jim's road is that 
I have to pass this 


big old wooden 
house. 
of broken-down and 


It's kind 


the shutters hang 


and bang in the 
wind. 
said the house was 


Nobody ever 


ES Bo 
haunted, but I got a gut 
feeling and that makes me 
really queasy when I get 
close to the house. 650 1 
run real fast by it. 

My house is in the 
middle of the fork by the 
roads. It's a little yel- 
low house and has two 
trees with big limbs that 


TMhis comes back 
to my venny. 


sat tnere and rom 


a cloud passed by and 
I thought "Wow, that 


»S 


I climb in. I kind of : ; 
of emeend =. cloud is really going 
like this house, but my ; p . : 
—T %, "Cha 13 places, but it 1S mov- 
mom ways says riie i: ae 
; y te : > Ting so slow. The 


some day you're gonna go 1 
. 4 v sonn” &- _| cloud looked pretty 
places. And last night i a : 
‘ , re havvy and I decided 
had this crazy dream that ty <a ae 
- : that maybe I should go 
I went somewhere and all . 

: ‘ places slow, too. 
these fantastic things 7 
happened. 1 think it was 
scary, but there was the instead of tele- 
eXcitement and I woke up vorting myself 
feeling very courageous directly to these 
about going somewhere. 50 cool places, which jaa 
I sat down and wrote 4 i hadn't quite 


i 


note that says, "Mom, 1 figured out how to [A 
love you and i'm finally do yet. ie’. 
going places." 1 tacked So now I 
it on the door and 1 have to go. ‘The 
walked to my curb to Only vroblem is 
decide where. that I don't know 
First I thought where to start. 
about going to China to This comes 


see how they make those my penny. 

cool hats. ‘Then I wanted lucky penny. 

to go to England so E keep it with me 
could be a knight. Then i everywhere I go. 
wondered if I could go to found it in a mua ; t 
Australia and learn how to vuddle i splashed Ha 
talk to the kangaroos and in, smack in the 
see if one would let me middle of Mr. 7 
ride in their passenger 
compartment. 50 while I 


ath Sn sia sie 1 flipped the coin 
and it came up heads 


Jim's field, and I thought, 
"What's a penny doing way out 
here in the middle of this field. 
How strange. I must have been 
meant to splash in this puddle 
and it must be a lucky penny.” 
S50, now I flip it and it decides 
all important decisions for me 
and it never leads me wrong 

Since I'm a little kid this penny 
works great. All my decisions 
seem to be should I or should I 
not do something. Heads is 
always yes and tails is always 
no. One time I had to decide 


whether oz not 


PASSWORD 


should so outside 

# 01 &@ cold clear nie aht. I didn't 
Want tO pe cold, but the stars 

vere i0m the windows. 

+ Tlivved the coin and it 

heads and soon as I Sstevved out 

+}, ks | 38 

the door = saw a st 100ting staz 

and I knew right 

had the power. 


were sO pretty fy; 


came up 


away this penny 


eC 


SO now I've gOt to flip to 
whether ox not today is the 
down this one 
ze road that I don't know. 
cOuld have so many dangers 
worse than the loud dog ox the 
Silent house. 


way 


but, it could also 
cows 

been rubbing 
the venny foz the last long while 
tiying tO cet as much macic as 
vOssible tunning thro uch it. Be 
feel that the time has arrived to 
see my destiny, oz sO climb my 
f tree. Slowly, : vull it out, I 
“bl hold it in two 


, 
have many wonde; too, like 
and brownies. re 


V 


ands and look at 
ually, mal:ing Sure that the 


7 “ T nt 
two faces haven't string top. i proug 


changed, because youll. ;aincoat, my blanket 


never know with a and my water pottle. 
magic penny. It's Oh yeah and a few of 
best to know that it[Jy.s. Betty's brownles. 
doesn't do anything I was walking 
unusual like change along in the clear blue 
face sides until day, except for the 
Sts in the air, occassional slow moving 
when it is 4 proper cloud happily going 
time to do so. It places, and are 
flips over and over, od air travel. My ree 
hours pass by my were starting t° hurt. 


eyes in those few 
seconds and 1 feel 
the wondering energy 
ond being shared between 
al me and my lucky 
penny. Down it 
comes from the top 
of its arc and spins 
ever so gently in 
the bright yellow 
sun falling right in 
ny hand. I squeeze 
it tight. Close my 
eyes and open them 


passed by this hole 


: : like e “8 @ ho 
Again and find my this, And dec; te 
— to discovey; th oe 
Adis ¥ . 1€ 

. nen ‘ 5 iste Maker Ole 
BRRETSAREER Vow, it is the J..." Ov8r one of Mg 
7 YS brown; —e 
rie oe cai hie was MUBClnins go i 
nere I go. I step ie x or 
off the curb into eet when thts ont 
zs Stuck : ‘ te 
the road that I've face his little fuzz * 
never been on that 1% aie Of that hole 
my mom says never, s sy around 
: e i 
ee looked ize ZY thing 
and it sinc alg unusua] — a rea] 
+ got wd ants 1s definitej, but it 
boy backpack com- cat Bei Wasn't a 
plete with side too 7 S tail was wa 
Ss . ¥ 
pockets and a draw ort 
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CHARLIE’S SUNNY DA 


Tnhat’s quite a penny. 


matey oo 


sar ihere ana 
position. 


sitting 
sy now and 


then 
and 

thing what 
be fuiendly, 53° 
"  T said. 
0 and what 
eal slow and 
Garting lit- 


hin 


ai 


ve eee 

yo.ally My mane 
an j 
food 


:. RAAIe 
is Bmaadie 


{to meet 
ypout Ma 
answeied 
wneneveL 
wants 1 \ L 
share hei Drownies. 

as possivle, Dut Pasto: 
crass seeds out 
I inew what he 
me and 


pecause 

meant. {old him all about 
fork in his T talked to him apout 
310W 


eLlimbing 


yaleing 10 cows and 
finished with that 


~ 


macic. 
DuLVEy vooveys 


e seeds 


Lite. These 


pecause 
cot magic 


svizrit "D 
down from 
the sk 


sive us 


Jilber 
the 
y and 
humble z 
tle taste o 
He said 
make 


t 
agi 


f 
i'm gonna 
something cool 


these little 


in used 


why they smell like 
uvvy poovey because that 
what the 
So the 
us, 
es them we just can't 
quit vlaying and smiling,-. 
why we call these yy 
Esvecial days "sunny days." 
We always have 
hezye 


4i0 0 


side of 
tO 


when th 

in deeocnent. 
problem is when we 
seeds we forget ab 
aging which is a 
of a prairie dog': 
We have to eat, 
So we only 
poopey ever 


you know. 
eat the puppy 

y now and then. 
And that is exactly what 
was gOing to do today, 
right after I found some- 
thing to eat. Since you 
were sO kind to feed me 
some of Mrs. Betty's brown- 
wondering if you 


ies, was 
would like to try some of 


> 


areat adven- 


o ae 
Bf 


IT A 


my puppy poopey. 
Mag ic ; 
thought. Wow, , 
prairie dog magic 
even. L was 
to the smell 
a 1ivt be 
om Mr. 
faim and 


of 
poovey 
Jim's 
was sure inter 
est tO CL y 

this 


fi M 


+s 


ed 


WAL 


cud. We sat 

there and talked 
fox a while and 
svrawled out in 
the soft green 
was 
Little tized from] 
all the day's 
activity and 
yawned a big 
caping yawn just 
as a slow moving 
cloud vassed 
overhead. 
decided to catch 
a ride on that 
cloud and took 
in my imagi- 
ary bird pody, 
ox maybe it was 


+ 


grass 


~~ 


p tip & 


ENTRY PASSWORD: PL 


S  CHARLIE'S 


& cloud body because I sure didn't have to 
flap my wings to see the things that the 
Clouds and I were seeing. There me and 

Eddie were laying on the ground in the 

grass a good walk from the dangerous road. 
It's safer to play there. The grass rolled 
like a big old green tongue in the mouth of , 
4a yak with the flu. It is definitely the I 
flu, who knew that the yak's breath with Mf 
the flu smelled like DUuppy voopey, at least 

I knew. 

On I floated in the blue, tongue 
rolling, eyes bulging and yawning like big 
tired bears lumbering along twisting trails 
to their cozy caves for hibernation. 

Suddenly I realized that the earth was 
rolling the same way that I was flying. 

fénd the ground on the earth that was 
rolling was also rolling the same way that 
I was flying. And I was flying the same 
speed as the earth and the ground, which 
was rolling. So Charlie and Eddie, my good 
friends, were no further from me than when 


I became a floating cloud. I wanted to eae) 
further. 


I decided now was the time to go 
fast. So I pickea up the speed by blowing 
real hard on the back of the little cloud I 
was riding. I got a little further from my 
body and a little further and after a lit- 
tle while I couldn't see Charlie or Eddie 
any more. Wow, here I am all by myself 
with my friend cloud ana I haven't even 
talked to him yet. How rude of me. Well I 
certainly must change 
this. "Hello cloud, I'm 


Charlie, well most of me = 
is Charlie." "Qhhhhh,* DUDDY Dooney 
boomed the cloud in a sad = rs Oa vied — gd 
Slow slumbering voice, "I 

see you finally decided to talk to 

me. Here you've been talking to yourself 

and riding on my back this whole time, then 


you made me eo faster and 
now you finally decided 
to talk to me. Well, no 


thanks, I'm fine without 


your vetty conversation. 
Good day." He sounded a 
1ot like an old lonesome 
cow. 

"i'm awful sorry, 
cloud, but i forgot to 
introduce myself because 
i kind of forgot I was 
here, pbecause there's a 


big part of me back 
there,” avologized as 
best I could. "Ezcuse me 
Chazlie," he said zathe 


amusedly, if you can con- 
sidez a voice that slow 


amused, “How can you be 


heze when a big part of 
you is back there? Ha Ha 


continues 


that 
ques- 
thought. 


WOw, 
quite a 
tion, I 
How could I be 


Was 


_ 


heze when I 
really back there? 
it kind of didn't 
make sense, i was 
bewildered to the 
vOoint of wanting to 
gO back and ask 
Eddie if he knew 
when remembered 
caivine my name in 
the tree that I 
Climb, aftez asking 
the tzee' 
sion of 


was 


Q 
0 Wi 
Ps 

‘i 

Gi 

oO 


Then it occurred to 
me, "Mz. Cloud." 
"Call me bob," he 
said. "O.5. Mr, 
bob, I've noticed 
that even th ugh 


you're one big 
cloud, you leave 
little vuffs behing 
here and there. 


isn't that true?" I 
asked. "Well, yes, 
it-is true," he 
replied. "So you 
could say that you 


"Call 
Me 
bop" 


on page 49 
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Expetment ‘Zee Bégies (a) -installaiion. Deboiah Myles 


DEBORAH MYLES IS A GRADUATE STUDENT WHO HAS JUST COMPLETED HER STUDIES. SHE 
IS NOW TEACH > RECENTLY SHE HAD THE BONE CAVE EXIHIBIT IN FOY UNION. 


Expezment ' ).in 
<4 Bédies ©o>-insiallaiion. Deborah Myles 


Expetment Ke) Béediss ~) installation. Deborah 


Expezment 'ed/ Bedies (2). insiallation. Depo:ah Myles 
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M iT’ 


in all 
but at 


"Well that 
declared. 


know, 

said, 
eeart is back there. 
should really 


a; Sot 
quick 


ck tO answer 
dream, Mz. 


dream all 
were you ever 


"Charlies Sunny Day’ 


be back there, 


continued 


™ 4 * 
» BOD snoring. 
those vlaces, if not 
least in spirit." “Yes, 
's how I'm 


Charlie," Bob the 


"My big part is here, your big 


"It seems that your 
Charlie." 
this one. “Have you 
Bob?" "Yes, of course 
the time," he said. 

in another place in that 


izeam and thought you were really there?" 


yes, i have had 
Other vlaces 
"Anc 
vlaces 
Oh, sure 
was already in 
'm not exactly 
t Ove 


w minute 


bh 


said 
1ymore 


ie) 
i 


@ 
Gea 
oJ 
4 
@ 
a) 
G4 
“<ij 


0 today with my friend 
feel like traveling like I do 


few minutes 
snori 


the most delightful times 


5 


dream.," he havpily 
you were really 
i contin- 

i eplied dreamily as 
those places. "Well, Mr. 
asleep, but had th 
Eddie 


ae "I see," he 


really paying attention 


Silent soaring 
are you 

in case 

econds he 


i'm hast “‘Seaninans i'm 


rayel to other places li 


want. Wouldn't that 
cloud like me, 
some of those places 
Charlie. Thank you 
tO imagine again. 

floating with 
cloud, my new friend. 


sO much for 


a ican and without Mr. 


way I can go anytime I 


be nice for a lonely 


Charlie? I think I will visit 


that left some of me, 
teaching me 
So there i was 
Bob the 
suddenly felt a 


rewell. 


little lonely and wanted to find anothex 


“friend. 


saw another ani- 
and decided to go 


o.000 49) 


hecausée 


4h W 
My : 
148 Leaved 
"4% and far 
$s. seemed 
* F - ~ 
> "Bpour across 
» WiEBorass like : 
am th rjass 
' 1 over & = long story, but I'm a lit- 
; "Hi, i'm 5 


eee re boy, what are you?" 
'm an antelope and my 
name is Deborah," she said. 
"What do antelopes do?" I 
asked. "What do you mean 
what do antelopes do?" 
replied as if it were a 
z, , Silly question. “Well, you 
a, she tuinee seemed to be running or 
ner head and yo Pounding along, which you 
ripped when Nene do quite wonderfully and 
Le 'm sure you could be great 


we) 


FOL the iow ae 
time, hoping t° 


 aeeee and 


fsightened VOwn On the ground 


Wid 


gas ped 
who, who, what, 2 3ad nN 
what, where are 
you?" she stut-De 
tered meekly} 
"I'm Charlie., 

- hi J said again, — 
«st Bvery happy to of 


' very 


"Hello. - a 
again. ene Saw another &4n ima 


4 
Ba] 


() | CHARLIE’S SUNNY DAY 


So 


at pallet. Anyway you fun from those 
were moving in such a Suys. I wish tr 
hurry i thought you must had a safe hee to 
be gOing to do something stay in at night 
important to be moving so + never sleep too 
fast, victuring Deborah G00d, always on the: 
dancing pallet o; at alert you know," st 
least what I think is she finished sadly 
ballet." I scrat - 
"Weil, 1 definite- Deborah's Sorgen 
ly wasn't going to dance thought about my 
or do anything important, "2°, safe, warm 
Charlie. I just enjoy home in the fork Mi 
running.," she between the roads sf 
explained. "What do you Suddenly bart of me!" 
do when you are not run- a8 there, vart sé iG 


C 
I. 
Le 


PASSWORD: PUPPY PLOOPEY 


ning?," I asked. She me was with Eddie 
squinted her eyes and hy 
then smiled at me, I'm eS? 
not sure if she thought I Y 
was simple or if she had , Qn, 2 
not taken the time to Mato) ~ ~ 
think so simply in a Sp, <x 
while, but she answered, és , &?, 
"I eat and I sleep and So . g wa 
when wolves come around ¢ <2 
run really fast so they re, 
don't eat me." Cc 
"Wolves!" i e 
eXclaimed. "They try to ° 
eat you?" I asked puz- 
zled. "Oh yes Charlie, 
they love to eat us, you 
wouldn't believe how they 
lick their chops when 
they see me. It's down- 
right obscene,” she rat- 
tled off. "So it must be 
good to be able to run 
off so fast when you see 
them," I said. "Yes it's 
nice, but I hate having 
to be constantly on the 
ea 


a 


part of me with Mr. 
the cloud, and part of 
me was right there 
scratching Deborah’ 
back. 


"I have a nice, 
safe home Deborah. You 
can come there and stay 
if you like, although I 
don't live there any- 
more." She smiled and 
said, "Charlie, 
antelopes can't live in 
human homes. They need 
big open places to run 
and humans live in such 
small places. But I'm 
sure that it's nice. Why 
did you ever want to 
leave Charlie?" 

"Mom always said 
someday i'd go places 
and a dream and my magic 
penny said today was the 
day, so I took off," I 
told her. Deborah said, 
"Well you've certainly 
gone places because here 
you are, but does tha 
mean you can't ever go 
back?" "I hadn't 
thought about it," I 
said. "You should, it 
seems like you have a 
nice place to stay and 
that means you don't 
have to run from dange; 
when you are sleeping, 
she advised. 

i thought about 
the danger I ran from 
and knew that I would- 

"t want to worry about 


a + 


ned Oz haunted 
house rene i was 


Sleeving. As I was 


about to tel] hez 
from she 
BAT, 
ub and looked 
in the distance, 
.arlie, it's been 
pena nice meeting 
you, but now I have 
to go." With that 
she streaked off 
the waves of 
TLass Be 
and saw some sali- 
vating wolves Slink- 
ing stealthily to 
whez € we were sit- 
ting. Theixz snarls 
scared me, like 
Fred's, and I decid- 
ed that it was time 
fOr me to run, too, 


WiC EUR S: SUR DAY 
| 
BIR 
ULC 
Ri 
Nee 
ae 50, I went back to boys eat vuvpy poopvey. 
ig visit Eddie. Did you have fun?," he 
ale asked "Oh yes, i made 
3 new friends," I said. 
: eS CEMPMBEOEEE "Vonde: ful!" he replied. 
: bing and somer- "Would you like io play 
: Saulting in the for a while before I go 
grass laughing al] [BRAM Rpactel "Suze," i 
OCC MEMSSMEEM seid. Then we zan and 
Charlie!" Eddie zyOlled all around in the 
exclaimed. "I'm tall green @rass. "Do 
glad to see you keep an eye on the sky if 
ae | you would, i always have 
to watch for hungry 
i was hawks," Eddie said. 
cs Ls ran and vlayed foz 
"I guess that seemed like forever, 
what happens when then the sun starte 
czash into the othez 
and it was getting 
tle dark, Eddie said 
had to go home. 
> @*: "Please come and 
os visit me again,” Eddie 
ian . said. "Oh, and watch for 
os all meat Mis. Betty's if you 
as ae gO there, i have to go 
; od home before my mom wor- 
a a ries about me. Good luck 
ae 3 : in your journey and don't 
- : forget your vrairie dog 
w. 


val Eddie," he said in 
his high pitch bark. 
"How could I, Eddie? i'm 
leaving vart of me with 
you." As i said this he 
smiled, waved, and scur- 
ried down his hole. 

The sun was begin- 
ning 10 look like a spoon 
and my tummy was rum- 
bling. I wondered what I 
would do when it sot 


7.00003 


I did- 
really 


fe) x " ¥ 
love you. i Signed it Charlie, 


‘ a 
scary wolves nd went inside to nap on the 


zs col 
Baround. I ich. 


When soa gOt home, my 
mommy said, "What have you done 
today Charlie?" I got really 


a > 
sleep oe sad because I just then remem- 


gyszeer too bered I had done something that Bf 
might make her mad. "Mommy , 
i'm really sorry, but I went 
places today. I went down the 
road I was never, never, ever 
: to gO down as far as the next 
ieee ae ; i'm sorry, but if I was 
tine: sir ee places, I had to go 
then home = i'd never been before, 
eg ares: ~ DOpe you're not mad," I saia 
| ena oes for mercy. She smiled | 
Bde ae outs at me and said, "Charlie My 
wiwhen she came re) sar glad + biethad li cae re 
Sarees ess "Mommy it decided that 
das = Hat even though I go places I'q 
B ine a like to be able to come back 
$8 ead — is that 0O.K. too? "ay 
ee sh A Sked. "Sure it is, Charlie, 
Byes: oP Mn. rac eee you can always come 
home, "Thanks, Mommy. ," I 
Said and ran to hug her, 
After that she fixed 
Supper and we ate while I told @ 
her all about my new friends 


Mshould co 
BT Yom: and be 


eS 


‘ithe way. 

When 
fcot home my 

Mmom still 
(hadn't gotten 
jnome from a 7 : ; 
virk. £ id where i went. ; it ner about leaving 
‘wrote another pieces of me behind and traveling in my mind. 
tieke land thought that was ees i fell asleep in 
tacked it to v and while I was dreaming visited 

‘the door. boo the cloud, and Deborah. From 


"Mom," it 
asaid, "I went 
places and 
came back. 


i'm always gOing places. 


JODY FAIRCLOTH WAS CALLED AT 5:18. DECEMBER 12. HE WAS RECORDED TO HAVE SAID WHEN ASKED FOR A 


BIO. THAT HE WAS AN ENGLISH MAJOR AND WAS FROM ALABAMA-HIS GOOD FRIENDS CALL HIM A FREAK (OH. 
WE SHOULDN'T PRINT THAT...) HE LIKES TO TRAVEL. THEN HE ASKED SOMEONE IN HIS HOUSE WHAT'S WEIRD 
ABOUT HIM AND SHE SAID SOMETHING IXAUDIBLE. HE REPLIED. “1 DON'T WANT TO TELL EVERYBODY THAT 


THATS STUPID. LIKE BLUES 


a 


Ont the Seventh Nhin 
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Legs unfolded, arms stretched out, 
with a barren gaze, 

I see helium burning 

through greasy leaves 

of a twisted, mangled trunk. 


The window opens slightly to let 
my beige velvet couch exude 
molds and spores. 


Organisms float in and out, 

and finding fertile sanctity in my nostrils, 
start colonies there. 

Switching focus between my fikus and the sky, 
I watch a willow tree outside, 

struggling to swim, 

its branches like flagella, 

a dried-up jellyfish. 


I sit up straight, causing my vertebrae to pop. 
While my bones adapt, 

each hand puts pressure on my skull, 

until they slide up to meet and clench, 

tightly behind my head. 


I progress from the blue shag carpet in the living roon, 
to sterile linoleum with furry feet. 


With a shovel, I launch dark, organic soil 

into a brown basket made of oil from the Earth, 

where I've placed dried, natural pulp, 

carefully, so it will not intercept the flow of blood. 


After filling a reservoir with lead-laden water, 
the switch is flipped. 


x 


C 
I. 
E 


Electric current flourishes. 
ede Gee se ‘“ _ 

With the same shovel, I transferx pure white sand 
trom one clay basin to anothe 


fg 
per 


{ 


Mother's white fluid is retrieved 
from a cold and dark place. 

I watch from a distance 

while I perform these tasks. 


After seven minutes of hard labor, 
hot rain begins to fall. 

Fumes from the wet soil open my eyes 
tighten the corners of my Jaw. 


The sand, 

the creamy fluid, 
the soil, 

heat and water, 
laws of physics, 
all come together, 
perfectly. 


LEN PRITCHETT IS A SENIOR IN CHEMICAL ENGINEERING. A FRIEND BELIEVES THAT LEN 
DRINKS COFFEE IX THE SHOWER (IT’S NOT TRUE). LEN ENJOYS HIKING AND LISTENING TO 
BOOTLEGS OF 10,000 MANIACS ON RAINY MORNINGS. BUT SPENDS MOST OF THE TIME MAS- 
QUERADIXG AS A SENIOR STUDENT. LEX HOPES TO SOON BE SWEATING IX ONE OF 


AMERICA'S INDUSTRIAL ARMPITS. = = 
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Categorically catatonic- 
concentration, contemplation 
consumes, controls me. 
Creativity and conciseness 
are the combinations 


I carefully construct : 
within the conyolutions 
of the cranium. a 

Constantly, crazily construing; 
compulsively crafting; a 


I am coerced, 


-_- 
= 
> 


.. . Like copeper rigs 
P in a Caz? a 


. “ 
Lieh ota 
ft 
> 


a 
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=F BRIAN PRESTWOOD IS A JUNIOR ENGLISH MAJOR. HE LOVES SATIRE AND SCEPTICISM. WHEN 
@.\SKED IF HE LIKED GANGSTER MOVIES HE SAID HE LOVES THE MOVIE THE USUAL SUSPECTS. 
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The izcle Is looking for a new Editor and a new Design director... if you 
would like to continue the tradition of keeping the establishment from ruling Over us 
like we are mindless automatons, the reigns of the 


reyOlution. -- On with the Revolution! 


call and take up 


Cc 
t 


with no voice, 


EARLY EACH MORNING WE START _ 
COOKING JUST FOR YOU! 


FRESHLY MADE SOUPS, VEGETABLE 
MARINARA & SPINACH WALNUT PESTO. 


ALL FROM SCRATCH USING THE FRESHEST HERBS, 
VEGETABLES & SPICES WE CAN FIND. 


5O COME ENJOY OUR “AWARD WINNING” GOURMET 
PIZZA & PASTA 
OR 
TRY A SPECIALITY SANDWICH, FRESH SALAD OR OUR 
“DAILY SPECIALS” THAT HAVE EVERYONE SMILING. 


Enjoy Today 
at 


Amsterdam Cafe oe: 
410S. Gay a mn 
826-8181 aS 


« 
Ay 


y, 


we ry Sahel Le Ste Ne 
ASL EI RESSG MaKe 


bbs 60. 
CRADING 60, 


467 BRAGG AVE. (nexi ie een) 


BELLS, DOOR BEADS, INCENSE, ELVIS, 
WOOD BOXES, BLACK LIGHTS, TAPESTRIES, 
CONCERT POSTERS, PINK FLAMINGOS...! 


UXED HOME, OFTIE, = 
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UPC’s 4th Annual STEP SHOW 
March 8, 1997 
7:00 PM 
Beard-Eaves Coliseum 


Thousands of dollars in prizes will be awarded. 
Call 844-5292 for more information. 


ate 


*® 


March 8 -- TIGER STOMP STEP SHOW / 7:00 PM / 

BEARD EAVES COLISEUM - The 4th Annual 
Auburn University Step Show features groups from 
Auburn and the Southeast. There is a $25.00 entry fee 
for each group. The sign up deadline is February 14 at 
4:00PM in Foy 316. Thousands of dollars in prizes will 
be awarded. Call 844-5292 for details. 


1151 Opelika rd. . (Aaa www.niffers.com 


Iria World full of decisioris, 
aren t you so glad that 
some decisions arer’t hard. 
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copy center 


owned & operated by auburn university 


. Monday-Thursday 7:30am - 10:00pm 
copies = Friday 7:30am- 4:00pm copies 
Sunday 3:30pm - 10:00pm 


Located in the War Eagle Food Court 
Phone: 844-4213 Fax: 844-4203 


Auburn University 


Printing Service 


Shug Jordan Parkway 
Auburn University, AL 36849 


